Growing Up Emotionally	191
I know I complain of Nils too much and start too many fights. I
used to be even-tempered, but it has become almost impossible for
me to control myself. Nils's indifference to anything I say or do
makes me feel as though I were married to a man of wood. I lose
my temper all the time. I nag and scold but I never reach him,
I had hopes our adopting Kyle would draw us together. My
hopes weren't fulfilled. A strange thing is that Nils objected vigor-
ously to adopting a baby—he declared it was absurd to support
somebody else's child—but he has turned into as soft a father as IVe
ever seen. Too soft, in fact Our small boy seems to be the only
human being in the world Nils is capable of loving. He spoils Kyle.
Our son is three years and seven months old and still isn't toilet-
trained because Nils read a book about the danger of repressing
children and won't let me train him.
I feel a special obligation to provide Kyle with a normal home
and not to rob him of his father. But right now I doubt that Nils
and I can create a normal home. Although Kyle is very young* I
think he already senses our disharmony. Nils confuses me and I
suppose I confuse bitn. Possibly if he and I could understand each
other we could hold our home together for the sake of our child.
When Nils Knudsen visited the Institute, it was easy to see why
Patsy had fallen in love with him. He was handsome as a Norse
god, with blond hair and eyes the deep blue of a northern fjord. At
thirty-six, his tall figure was as slim-hipped as a boy's. He and his
wife made a striking couple. Patsy, two years younger* was an au-
thentic beauty with dark-blue eyes and dark hair. Had she been un-
attractive, it would have been less surprising when Nils complained
to us:
My wife's tiresome chatter on the subject of romance and the
ideal marriage puts me in mind of a disk jockey. After ten years,
it seems to me she should be willing for us to act like a settled

